ON   THE   LAGO   DI   GARDA

surroundings. We divided the gift of speech, that -was a

She glanced at me again, with her wonderful, unchan
ing eyes, that were like the visible heavens, unthinking,
like two flowers that are open in pure clear unconscioi
ness. To her I was a piece of the environment. That w
all. Her world was dear and absolute, without consciou
ness of self. She was not self-conscious, because she w
not aware that there was anything in the universe exce
her universe. In her universe I was a stranger, a foreij
signore. That I had a world of my own, other than hi
own, was not conceived by her. She did not care.

So we conceive the stars. We are told that they a:
other worlds. But the stars are the clustered and sing
gleaming lights in the night-sky of our world. When
come home at night, there are the stars. When I cease 1
exist as the microcosm, when I begin to think of the ox
mos, then the stars are other worlds. Then the macrocosi
absorbs me. But the macrocosm is not me. Itissomethin
which I, the microcosm, am not.

So that there is something which is unknown to me an
which nevertheless exists. I am finite, and my understand
ing has limits. The universe is bigger than I shall ever sec
in mind or spirit There is that which is not me.

If I say 'The planet Mars is inhabited,' I do not kno?
what I mean by 'inhabited,' with reference to the plane
Mars. I can only mean that that world is not my world. '.
can only know there is that which is not me. I am th<
microcosm, but the macrocosm is that also which I an
not.
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